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woman whom the heir to the throne had wedded a
week before our arrival never showed herself. Nor
did anyone refer to her, or to her parents, members
of a distinguished family living in a neighbouring
town, where the religious celebration of the wedding
had taken place.
It was the first time in seven generations that
a ruler of Patiala had lived to witness his son's
marriage. And the Maharaja, delighted to have es-
caped the ill-luck which had dogged his predecessors,
and cut them off in the prime of life, had decided to
celebrate the wedding of the Uvraj with exceptional
pomp and circumstance. For nearly a month each
day was a round of entertainments, some of them
grandiose. There were state processions of ele-
phants tricked out like courtesans, followed by
silver-gilt victorias drawn by horses caparisoned
with jewels. There were cavalry parades of fierce-
looking lancers with magnificent black beards;
there were firework displays, exhibitions and ban-
quets at which in the course of his political dis-
quisitions the Maharaja, mindful of a Frenchman at
his side, tactfully alluded to my country in flattering
terms ; durbars, where under the domes of an old
palace tribal chieftains, high Indian officials of the
British Civil Service and Mahometan chiefs in
flame-bright robes tendered then* respects and
presents to the royal host. He had invited their
attendance for 3 p.m., but it was half-past ten at
night when he appeared in the high-roofed hall,
vast as a mosque, where, reverently facing the empty
throne as if it were an altar, six hundred people had
been silently awaiting him, squatting on the ground,
for seven weary hours and more.
Rulers of neighbouring states came to visit
Patiala for three days or a week ; some stayed out